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A  C  T  I. 

SCENE  I. — A  View  of  a  Jlrong  Cajlle,  fituaUd  in  a 
wild,  mountainous  Country-^^on  ont  Side  a  rujHc  Man* 
Jtonhmfe — on  the  other,  a  Stone  SeaU 

During  the  Overture,   Old  Mathew,  Dorcas,  anà 

fcveral  Peafants  pafs  over  the  Stage,  with  their  work* 
ing  Tools,  as  returningfrom  théir  Laiour, 

Chorus  of  Peajants. 

t-iOME  fmg,  corne  dance, 

To-morrow's  the  day  ; 
Corne  fing,  corne  dance, 

Old  Matthew's  wedding  day, 
Y  es,  to-morrow  you  know, 
To  his  houfe  we  (hall  go, 
To  drink  and  be  gay, 
To  dance,  fing,  and  play  ; 
Away  with  ail  forrow 
Yqt  joy  eom«s  to-morrow* 
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Old  Mathew. 

I  am  happy,  1  fwear, 
My  Dorcas,  my  ilear, 
To  ihink  that  to-morrow  is  our  wedding  day, 

Du^/-<-DoRCAs  and  Old  Mathew. 

Tho'  we're  fixty  years  old, 
Let  the  young  ones  behold, 
Our  âge,  likc  our  youth,  is  contented  and  gay. 

Chorus, 

Come  fing,  come  dance, 

To-morrow's  the  day; 
Come  fing,  come  dance, 

Old  Mathew*s  wedding  day. 
Yes,  to-morrow  you  know. 
Te  his  houfe  \ve  (hall  go, 
To  drink  and  be  gay, 
To  dance,  fing,  and  play  ; 
Away  with  ail  forrow. 
For  joy  cornes  to-morrow. 


[ExtMMt, 


MAT11.DA  a/ier  the  laff  Chorus  enter  s,  îed  in  hy 
Antonio. 

Mat.  Antonio,  what  founds  were  thofe  ;  furely 
they  were  finging. 

Ant,  It  is  only  the  villagers  who  are  returning 
from  the  fields  :  the  fun  is  fetting,  and  they  hâve 
donc  their  work. 

Mat,  Where  are  we  now,  my  gcnile  guide  ? 

Ani,  You  are  not  far  from  a  great  old  caftle,  with 
towcrs  and  battlements.     And  there  now,  if  you  ha4 


RICHARD  CŒUR  DE  LION.  7 

your  fight,  you  might  fee  two  foldiers  on  the  walls 
with  their  crofs-bows. 

Mat.  1  am  fadly  tired. 

Ant.  Stay — this  way — Hère  is  a  ftone,  it  is  madé 
intoafeat.  (MatildA7?^s.)  Whatapity  you  cannot 
fee  the  profpe6l  !  though  fo  wild,  it  is  faid  to  be  as 
fine  as  any  in  ail  Germany.  Now  juft  oppofite  to  us 
is  a  very  well  looking  houfe,  'tis  a  farm,  but  as  good 
as  any  gentleman's. 

Mat.  Then  go,  my  little  friend,  and  find  oui 
whether  we  can  lodge  there  to-night. 

Ant,  I  will,  and  no  doubt  you  may.  The  owner 
is  a  foreigner,  from  England,  as  they  fay  ;  and  tho* 
he  is  very  paffionate,  ail  the  village  fay  he  is  very 
good-natured.  {going^  returns.)  But  fhall  I  find  you 
hère  when  I  corne  back  ? 

Mat.  Yes,  truly,  you  may  be  pretty  fure  of  that  s 
thofe  that  can't  fee  are  not  over  fond  of  wandering. 
But  you  will  not  fail  to  return. 

Ant,  No^that  I  won't.  (going.ftops)  But,  Sir,  there 
is  fomething  I  hâve  been  wanting  ail  day  to  tell  you* 

Mat,  Well,  Antonio — what  is  it? 

Ant.  Why  it  is-«-it  is — oh!  I  am  fo  forry — — i— 

Mat,  Speak,  child!  tell  me  what  is  it? 

Ant,  Why  it  is — and  it  vexes  me  fadly,  that  it  will 
not  be  in  my  power  10  be  your  guide  to-morrow. 

Mats  How  fo,  my  little  friend  ? 

Ant,  I  muft  go  to  a  wedding. — My  grandfather 
and  grandmother  keep  tlieir  wedding-day  to-morrow, 
and  my  grandfon,  who  is  their  brother  — 

Mat.  Your  grandfon — Hâve  you  a  grandfon,  An- 
tonio ? 

Ant,  No — their  grandfon,  who  is  my  brother, 
that's  it — is  to  be  married  at  the  famé  time,  to  a 
fweet  pretty  little  girl  of  the  village. 

Mat,  But  what  will  become  of  me  without  a  guide  ? 

Alnt,  Ohl  ril  engage  fomc  one  for  yo^,  V\\  \i9it'- 
rant  ;  and  you  may  contrive  to  corne  to  the  wedding 
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and  join  in  thc  mufic,  wbile  we  dance.     We'U  ma- 
nage,  nevcr  fear. 

Mat,  You  love  dancing,  Antonio? 

S(m^ — Antonio. 

Th«  meny  dance  I  dearly  love. 
For  then  Collette  thyhand  I  feize. 
And  prefs  it  too  whcne'er  I  pleai'e» 

And  noue  eau  fee,  and  none  reprove; 
Then  on  thy  cheek  quiclc  blulhes  glow, 
And  then  we  whifper  foft  and  low, 
Oh!  how  I  grieve!  you  ne*er  her  charms  can  know. 

II. 

She's  fweet  fifteen,  Tm  one  year  more, 
Yet  ftill  we  are  too  young.  they  fay. 
But  we  know  better,  fure,  than  they, 

Youth  fliould  not  liflen  to  threefcore  ; 

And  Tm  refolvM  IMl  tell  her  fo, 

When  nexl  we  whifper  foft  and  low. 

Oh  î  how  I  grieve  î  you  ne'er  her  charms  can  know. 

lExt/. 

Mat,  Antonio! — he  is   gone — now  then   I   may 
fafely  ufe  my  fight.  (takes  the  bandage from  her  eyes.) 
A  fortrefs  indced — there  are  towers,  and  moats,  and 
battlements.     They  fay  it  is  ftrongly  guarded,  and 
almoft  inacceflible.     It's  appearance  at  leaft  juftifics 
the  report   that  was  made  to  mej    for  in  this  wild, 
and  fcqueftered  fpot,  fuch  a  pile  could  only  be  ein- 
ployed  to  hide  Tome  mighty  captive.-— Oh,  Richard! 
my  hero  !   my  bcloved  !  what  hardfhipsmay  you  noC 
be  enduring  :   nor  hâve  you  even  the  fad  confolation 
to  knov.'  that  your  faithful  Matilda,  exiled  for  her 
love  to  you^  bas  abandoned  every  hope  and  duty, 
and  in  this  poor  and  bafe  difguife,purfues  your  name, 
and  wanden  through  the  world  ;  but  bere  my  car^s 
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and  fearch  fhall  end.  If  nn.y  foreboding  Toul  mifleads 
me,  and  this  fpot  affords  no  tidings  of  it*s  lord,  tben, 
if  my  heart  brer.ks  not,  in  tbe  nenr  convents  cell,  Fil 
hide  my  woes  and  fliame  for  ever. 


Song, 

Oh,  Richard!  oh,  my  love! 

By  the  faithlefs  world  forgot  ; 
I  alone  in  exile  rove, 

To  lament  thy  haplefs  lot. 
J  alone  of  ail  remain 
To  unbind  thy  cruel  chain, 

By  the  faithlefs  world  forgot  ; 
ï,  whofe  bofom  funk  in  grief, 
Leaft  hâve  flrength  to  yield  relief. 

Delufive  glory  î  faithlefs  pow'rî 

Thus  the  valiant  you  repay, 
în  difafters  heavy  hour, 

Faithlefs  friendihip's  far  away. 
Yet,  royal  youth, 
One  faithful  heart, 

From  tendereft  truth, 
Tho'  hopelefs,  never  ftiall  départ. 

Oh,  Richard!  oh,  my  love  ! 

By  the  faithlefs  world  forgot  ; 
I  alone  in  exile  rove, 

To  lament  thy  haplefs  lot. 

But  I  hear  a  noife;  I  muft  refurac  my  difguifc. 
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Enfer  SirOwEN  a7îd  Gui l lot. 

Sir  0.  riltcach  you  tobringletters  to  my  daughter. 
Gui/,  Sir,  *twcis  the  Governor  lent  me. 
Sir  0,    1  he  Governor  ! — what's  the  Governor  to 
me  ? 


Quartetto — Matilda,  Guillot,  SirOwEN,  anâ 

Lauretta. 

Sir  O,       What  caie  I  for  the  Governor  ? 

Mat.         Oh  !    fhould  it  be  this  Governor.    (aftde,) 

CuiU         He  fentme,   I  knevv  no  belter, 

_— —  with  the  letter. 

Sir»  O,       My  daughter  liften  to  his  art, 
What  my  Laurelte 
So  far  forget 
The  modefl  virgin's  duteous  part. 

>  And  thou— I  pray,  (toGviLLor.J 
Good  knave,  Ihall  I  the  poftage  pay, 
Guil.  No,  Sir»  indeed, 

There  Is  no  need, 
Vm  gone  with  fpeed. 

Enter  Lauretta. 

Sir  O.       Pray  tell  your  Governor, 
His  hopes  are  vain 
I.aurette  to  gain. 
His  Lordftiip  is  by  far  too  good. 
And  I  wouM  thank  him  if  I  cou'd. 
Mat»        If  of  this  cafUe  he  fhould  be 

The  Governor— what  joy  for  me,     (afidtt) 
Cuit»        Yet  he'î  my  Lord  the  Governor, 
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Sir  0,      What's  he  to  me,  your  Governor  ; 
Begone,  I  fay, 
You'd  beft  not  ftay  ; 
And  you,  if  ever  I  difcover— 

^7(»Lauretta,  nuho  cornet  for  nuard,) 
You  leiid  an  ear 
To  this  defigning  lover, 

Then,  then,  you  (hall  hâve  caufe  to  fear. 
^atiî.  Ah!  (hould  it  be,   what joy  for  me.     (aftde,) 

Corne^  corne,  my  friends,  no  quarrel,  pray,  (tothem.) 
Your  anger  ceafe, 
Keep,  keep  the  peace, 
Laur,  What  can  this  be, 

I  never  fee 
The  Governor, 
MatiL      Ah  !  Ihould  it  be  this  Governor, 

Ah!   (hould  it  be,  what  joy  for  me,     (afide*) 
Come,  corne,  my  friends,  no  quarrel,  pray, 
Your  anger  ceafe, 
Keep,  keep  the  peace,    l^c»   ' 

\EKit  GuiLLOT. 

Sir  0,  Get  into  the  houle— in  I  fay.  (Exit 
Lauretta.]  She  tells  me  (he  never  fées  hitn — that 
Ihe  never  fpeaks  to  him,  and  yet  he  writes  to  her. 
The  Governor  is  a  very  civil  gentleman,  only  he 
wants  to  run  away  with  my  daughter — and  (he  is 
very  obedient  to  her  father — only  flie'U  do  nothin^ 
ï  bid  her— I  fliould  like  to  know  what  ail  this  is 
now.  (looking  atîheîetier,)  The  Governor  writes  a 
military  hand — his  letters  edge  out  a  cheveux  defrizt 
fafhion — ail  zig-zag — like  his  own  fortification — 
I  can't  make  any  way  through  it— I  wifli  I  had 
fomebody  to  decipher  it. — Oh  !  here'sa  fort  of  an 
outlandifh  lad — 1  may  truft  him.  Youngfter,  caa 
you  read  ? 

UaU  Oh!  ycs,  Sir. . 
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SirO,  Wcll,  fhen.  read  me  this.   (offers  theletîer.) 

^^ai.  Oh,  indced,  Sir!  I  could  once,  but  the 
cruel  Saractns 

Sir  0.  The  Saracens — what  did  the  Saracens  do 
to   you  ? 

iMdt.  The  cruel  monfiors  put  out  my  eyes,  having 
takcn  me  priloncr  in  a  grrai  baille,  where  I  was 
page  to  a  Captain  in  K;ng  Richard's  army  l  But 
Lave  you  not  Teen  a  little  boy  ? 

SirO.   Yes. 

Mat,  'Tis  he  who  guides  ,  ié-î-He  can  read,  and 
vil!  do  whatever  you  b'd  hir.  . 

Sir  O.  Oh  !  hcre  Le  cornes  I  belicve. 


Enttr  Antonio. 

Mat,  Antonio,  is  that  you  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  *tis  L 

Mat.  1  ake  the  letter  which  the  gentleman  hère 
will  give  you,  and  read  il  aloud  to  him. 

Ant,  {readmg.)   **  Beautiful  Lauretta." 

Sir  0.    Pfhaw  ! 

Ant.  "  Beautiful  Lauretta,  my  heart  overflows 
*«  with  extacy  and  gratitude,  for  the  kind  affurances 
"  you  give  me  ot  eternal  afîedion." 

Sir  0.  Eternal  affedlion — and  that  puts  him  into 
an  extacy— very  weli. 

Ant.  "If  my  at  tendance  on  the  prifoaer  whom 
"  I  mufl  not  quit" 

Mat,  The  prifoner  !     (afiàe,) 

Ant,  **  M  my  attendan:e  on  the  prifoner,  whom 
**  1  muf\  noi  quit,  would  fufFer  me  to  go  out  during 
••  the  day — I  would  haflen  to  throvr  myfeJf  "— — 

Sir  0,  Into  the  ditch  of  your  caflle,  1  hope. 

Mat,  Whom  I  mufl  not  quit.  {aftde.) — iîead  OU 
quickly.    ^/o  Antonio.) 
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Ant.  ''•  I  wou*d  haden  to  throw  myfelf  at  your 
^■*  feet.— But  if  this  nighl".— Hère  are  ibme  words 
blotted  out. 

Mat,   Well,  vvhat  follows. 

Ant,  "  Contrive  fonie  means  to  inform  me,  at 
**  what  hour  I  may  fpeak  to  you.  Your  tender, 
"  faiihful,  and  eternally  conftant, 

**  Florestan.** 

Sir  0.  Hcre's  a  d d  Governor  for  you- -Oh  ! 

if  I  bad   him   in  England   on  the   top  of   Penman- 
mawr. 

Mat,  What  ?    Are  you  a  Briton  then  ? 

Sir  0.  Yes,  I  am.  Sir,  and  an  enemy  to  flaves 
of  courfe  ;  in  love,  or  out. 

Mat.  Glorious  nation  !  But  hov/  cornes,  Sir,  that 
you  are  fettled  fo  far  from  your  native  country  ? 

Sir  0,  Oh  !  tbat*s  too  long  a  ftory  to  tell  you, 
but  it  would  not  hâve  happen'd  if  I  hadn't  gone  to 
ihe  Crufades  at  Palefline. 

Mat.  What,  under  the  brave  Richard  ? 

Sir  0.  Brave  !  aye  !  I  wou'd  follow  him  to  the 
world's  end— my  ruin  was  no  fault  of  his.  Well, 
you  mufl  knovv,  that  when  I  returned  from  Palef- 
tine,  I  found  my  father  was  dead- 

Mat»  He  was  very  old  perhaps. 

SirO.  No  ;  but  he  was  flain  by  a  neighbour  of 
his  in  fingle  combat  ;  on  my  return,  I  revenged  his 
death. 

Mat,  Of  courfe — you  fled 

Sir  O,  Yes,  with  my  daughter  and  wife,  who  is 
fince  dead — my  caftle  and  my  hnds  were  forfeited — 
and  after  fighting  her  battles,  I  was  fentenc'd  by  my 
ungrateful  country-^    — 

Mat.  A  hard  and  îU  return,  indeed 

SirO.  No  fuch  ihing,  Sir.  'Twasjuftice,  tho* 
fevere  ;  a  Briton  fuffers  no  man  to  abufe  his 
country,  but  hinafelf. 
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Mat.  Heaven    forbid  I   fliould  traduce  it. — But, 
Sir»  one  requeft. 

Sir  O.    (lookmg  out.)    It    muft    be    they ftay, 

good  youih — I  fec  fome  friends  whom  1  expe6\:.  If 
you  wifh  refreflimcnt — thc  poor  and  friendlefs  are 
ncver  driven  from  my  d^or.  [^Exeunt, 


SCENE  \{.—A  Gothic  Chamber. 

Enter  Lauretta,    Matilda,    and  Antonio, 

frovi  the  Houfe, 

Laur.  Pray,  good  youth,  tell  me  what  my  father 
bas  been  faying  to  you. 

Mal,  Are  you  the  pretty  Lauretta  ? 
Laur,  Yes,  Sir. 

A/û/.  Your  father   is  very  angry — hc  knows  the 
contents  of  that  letter  from  the  Chevalier  Floreftan. 

Laur,  Yes — Floreflan  is  his  name — and  did  you 
read  the  letter  to  my  father  ? 

Mat.  No — not  I — I  am  blind,  alas  ! — it   was  my 
little  guide. 

j4nt.   Yes,  but  didn*t  you  bid  me  read  it  ?  [retires, 

Laur.   Oh  !    I  wi(h  you  had  not  done  fo. 

Mat.  Some  other  perion  would. 

Laur.  That's  true — and  what  did  thc  letter  fay  ? 

Mat.   It  fays,   that  on  account  of  the  prifoner  in 
that  caftle — and  who  is  that  prifoner  ? 

Laur.   Oh  ! — no  one  knows  who  it  is. 

Mat.  1  he  Chevalier  cannot  corne  to  throw  bimr 
felf  at  your  feet. 

Laur.   Poor  Floreftan  ! 

ilto.  But  that  this  night— — -. 

Laur,  This  night  1 
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Oh  !    wouM  the  night  my  blufties  hide, 
The  truth  to  thee  I  wou'd  confide. 
Yes,  yes,  I  owii  'tis  true, 
When  e'er  his  eyes  I  meet, 
I  feel  my  heart  begins  to  beat, 
It  beats,   and  trembles  too, 

But  when  my  hand  he  gently  prefles, 
A  ftruggling  figh  I  fear  confefles. 
Ah  !  more  than  Llufhes  cou'd  impart. 
And  more  than  words  betrays  my  heart. 

Oh  !  wou'd  the  night  my  blufties  hIde, 
The  truth  to  thee  I  wou*d  confide, 
Yes,  yes,  I  own  *tis  true, 
When  e'er  his  eyes  I  meet," 
I  feel  my  heart  begins  to  beat,  . 
It  beats,  and  trembles  too. 

Maf,  You  love  him  then,  Lauretta  ? 

Laur,  Oh  moft  dearly,  that  I  do,  day  and  night, 
truly  and  fincerely. 

Mat,  And  do  you  not  fear  to  own  it  ? 

Laur,  No,  not  to  you.  You  feem  kind  and 
tender-hearted,  and  you  fpeak  gently  to  me  ;  and 
then  you  cannot  fee  me  whether  I  blufh  or  not,  and 
fo  I  am  not  afraid. 

Mat,  Pretty  Lauretta  ! 

Laur.  But  who  told  you  I  was  pretty  ? 

Mat.  Alas,  being  blind,  1  guefs  only  by  the 
voice  ;  the  foftnefs  and  fweetnefs  of  that  is  beauty 
to  me.  But  let  me  counfel  you  my  innocent. 
Thefe  knights,  thefe  men  of  high  defcent,  beware 
of  them;  when  they  fcem  moft  devoted  to  your 
beauty,  they  are  leaft  forgetful  of  their  own  rank. 
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and  the  noblenefs  of  your  ibul  is  overlookcd  by  thc 
pride  ofiheir  own  high  birth. 

Laur.  But  my  birth  is  not  inferior  to  his,  though 
mv  father  is  now  in  banifhment.— — 

Afaf.   No! — and  does  hc  know  it  ? 

Laur.  Yes  ;  and  ncver  talks  to  me  but  in  words 
of  goodnefs  and  honour;  and  if  it  wasn't  that  my 
father  is  fo  paflîonate,  1  (hould  hâve  told  him  every 
thing  long  ago. 

Mat.  And  would  y  ou,  before  y  ou  hâve  informée! 
your  fither,  mect  this  man  whom  you  love  fo, 
and  convcrfc  with  him,  and  in  the  night  too  ?— — 
Liften  to  me. 


^ir — Matilda  ^«^Lauretta. 

Mat,     The  god  of  love  a  bandeau  wears, 
WouM  you  know  what  it  déclares, 

And  why  his  eyes  are  clouded  ; 
Tis  to  Ihew  us  that  his  po\v*r 
Is  ne*er  fo  fatal,  ne'er  fo  fure,    . 

As  tvhen  in  darknefs  fhrowded. 

laur,    GoodSIr,  repeatthat  pretty  ftrain, 
Pray  again,  again. 
A  Icflon  kind  it  does  impart, 
To  guard  againft  a  lover's  art. 

Mat •  •  .  With  ail  my  heart. 

The  God  of  love  a  bandeau  wears, 
Wou'd  you  know  what  it  déclares, 

And  why  his  eyea  are  ciouded  ; 
•Tis  to  ihew  you  that  his  pow*r 
Is  ne'er  fo  fatal,  ne'er  fo  fure, 

As  when  in  darknefs  /hrowded. 
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Laur,  Look,  there  are  two  pilgrims  meeting 
my  father— -fee — he  embraces  one  of  them — 
fure,  thofe  cannot  be  the  vifitors  he  expedled — 
I  muft  go — 

Mat,  A  moment,  Lauretta — I  hâve  fomething  to 
fay  to  y  ou. 

Lûur,  About  Flore ftan  ? 

Mat.  No. 

Laur.  Oh  !  then  I  can't  ftay.    \^Exit  into  the  houfe. 

Mat,  They  are  coming  this  way,  I  can*t  retire 
till  my  guide  cornes. 

Enter  Sir  Owen,  Blondel,  ^«^  PiJgrim-s, 

Sir  O.  My  brave  friend,  how  rejoiced  I  am  io 
fee  you — You  are  well  difguifed,  indeed;  I  myfelf 
fhould  never  hâve  guefled  it  was  Blondel. 

Mat.  Blondel!  what  do  I  hear.  [afide.) 

Blon.  Caution,  my  friend.  IVIy  fearch  would  bje 
fruitlefs  indeed,  Ihould  I  be  difcovered. —  And  fee. 

[Poinîing  io  Matilda, 

SirO.  It  is  a  poor  blind  youth,  a  wandering 
ininftrel  who  diverts  the  peafants. 

Mat.  Shall  I  play,  worthy  gentlemen  ?  I  hâve  a 
ditty  made  by  a  royal  lover,  on  the  lady  whom  he 
loved.     [Play  s.) 

Sir  0.   Why  are  you  fo  much  afloniflied  ? 

Blo?t.  That  was  made  by  my  gallant  mafler— - 
jp rithee  go  on. 

(She  play  s  again.) 

Blon.  Oh!  how  it  reminds  me  of  happy  dayst— 
Tell  me  boy — where  could  you  learn  that  tune  ? 

Mat.  I  was  taught  it,  by  a  fervant  of  Kina  Ri. 
chard's  camp,  who  faid  he  had  heard  the  King^him- 
felf  fing  to  it. 

Blon.  Even  fo! — he  made  it  for  the  lovely  and  un- 
fortunate  Matilda;  unfortunate  indeed  i^ — for  pafT- 
ing  through  Artois,  I  learned  that  ihc  had  left  her 
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fither's  court,  and  fled  almoft  alonc,  upon  the  ru- 
mour  that  the  royal  Richard  had  been  treacheroufly 
Ici  ed,  as  he  rcturned  froni  Paleftine. — Oh!  ifher 
gallaiu  Monarch  yet  livcs,  fure  heaven  will  guide 
Ibme  of  thofe  who  feek  him  to  the  prifon  that  im- 
murcs  him. 

Sir  0.  Perhaps  the  fair  Matilda  alone  has  had  in- 
telligence. 

Blofi,  O  !  no — But  yeflerday  I  pafled  the  Senef- 
chaPs,  her  father's  trufiy  friend,  who  with  a  chofen 
band  of  troops,  was  fearching  to  reclaim  her  ;  and  he 
hadiearned,  that  (Iript  of  her  companionsby  perfidy, 
ordeath — dcprivcd  (he  had  fought  the  fadder  prifon 
of  ^.  monaftry, 

Mût.  The  Senefchal  fo  near.  (afide)  Gracious, 
Sir,  if  my  mufic  has  pleafed  you,  will  you  entreat 
your  kind  hoft  to  lodge  this  night  a  harmlefs  minftrel, 
who  has  loft  his  precious  fight  in  Paleftine,  and  I 
will  play  ail  night  to  footh  you. 

B/on,   Poor  youth. — He  will  no  doubt. 

[_Makes /îgns  io  Antonio,  who  leads  Matilda  off. 

Sir  0.  I  had  refufed  him  only  frorr.  the  caution  I 
thought  due  to  you. — But  corne,  you  muft  forget  the 
Pilgrim  awhile,  we'il  in  to  fupper  foon,  in  the  mean 
time,  ril  fing  you  a  fong,  and  thele,  my  ruftic 
neighbours  (liall  join  ihe  chorus, 

Enter  Peafants. 


Song — Sir  Owen. 

Let  ihe  Sultan  baladin, 
Play  the  rake  in  Paleftine, 
Whlle  he  claims  his  fubjefls  duty^ 
He's  himfelf  a  flavc  to  beauty. 
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Wearing  bafer  chains  than  tVjey, 

Well!    well! 
Every  man  muft  hâve  his  way  : 

But  to  my  poor  way  of  thinking, 

There*s  uo  joy  likedrinking. 

Chorus. 

But  to  my  poor  way  of  thinking, 
There's  no  joy  like  drinking. 

II. 

Cœur  de  Lîon  loves  the   wars, 

Richard's  joy  is  blows  and  fcars  ; 

ConquerM  Pagan's  fly  before  him, 

Chrirtian  warriors  ail  adore  him, 
Watching,  marching  night  and  day. 

Welll    well! 
Every  man  muft  hâve  his  way; 

But  to  my  poor  way  of  thinking, 

There's  no  joy  like  drinking. 

Chorus» 

But  to  my  poor  way  of  thinking, 
There's  no  joy  like  drinking. 

III. 

You  too,  Pilgrims,  love  your  trade^ 
tYou  recruit  the  bold  crufade, 
Making  zealots  crofs  the  oceaji» 
In  a  fit  of  fierce  dévotion  ; 
Pilgrims  love  to  faft  and  pray^ 

Well!  well! 
Every  man  muft  hâve  his  way. 
But  to  my  poor  way  of  thinking, 
There*s  no  joy  like  drinking; 

Chorus é 

But  to  my  popr  w^y  of  thinking, 

TVvere's  no  joy  like  drinking,  Extunt» 
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SCENE  III.— ^  Chamher  in  îhe  Caftle. 
Enter  Richard û7zû^  Florestan. 

Rich.   Floreftan  ? 

Ilor.   Sire  ! 

Rïch,  Your  fortune  is  inyourpower. 

Flor,  Sire  ! — my  honour  is. 

Rich.  Honour!  to  a  traitor  1 — a  bafe  !  perfidi- 
ous 

Flor.  Did  I  believe  hini  fo.  I  would  not  ferve 
him;  and  not  beiieving,  I  muft  not  iiflen  where  I 
dare  not  anfwcr. 

Rich.   But  Floreftan 

[Florestan  ^^wj,  ayid  exit. 
Oh  God  ! — oh  milery  ! — Is  this  to  be  my  lot  for 
cver  ? — Am  I  doomed  by  a  vil-  traitor's  cratt  to 
wear  my  hte  away  in  ignominioub  bondage  ? — But 
Richard  is  forgot — deferted  b}  his  people — by  the 
world  !  — [ht  looks  on  a  piElure)  Imag'î  f  f  her  1  love  ! 
— corne — Oh  l  calm,  confole  my  hcart — no — thou 
dofl:  redouble  ail  my  griefs — thou  art  my  deipair — 
Oh  death  î  I  call  on  thee — thy  dart  alone  can  break 
my  chains — my  freedom  is  my  grave  î 

Song, 
Loft  to  the  world,  forgot,  forlorn. 
In  vain  to  me  returns  the  morn 

That  bnngs  no  more  my  glorious  toils , 
Yet  biefs  the  beams  that  give  to  fight 
This  image  oï  my  Ibul's  delight, 

This  heaven  of  foothing  fmilei. 
Vain  is  the  thought  of  former  power 
To  footh  the  prefent  mournful  hour: 
O  Death  !  be  thou  my  friend  ; 
Hopelefb  J  livc,  my  forrows  endt  [£»//• 


RICHARD  CŒUR  DE  LION;  21 


A  C  T     IL 

SCENE  I. — Reprefents  ihe  inner  Works  of  an  old 
Fortification.  Towards  ihe  Front  is  a  Terrace  incîofed 
hv  Railî  and  a  ToJJè  ;  and  jo  fituated  that  when 
Richard  appears  upon  ity  he  cânnot  fee  Matilda, 
who  is  upon  the  outer  Parapet,— Soidiers  îower  a 
Dravchridge,  andleave  a  Centinel  on  eachjide, 

£«/^r Richard  ^«û^Florestan. 

Flor.  THE  morning  breaks the  frefli  aîr   is 

Hghtened  by  the  dawn— profit  of  it,  Sire,  for  your 
health's  fake.  Within  an  hour  yourguards  muft  do 
their  duty,  and  you  will  be  again  fecluded  from  the 
day.  [Exit. 

[Richard  waîks  îo  tke  farther  end  of  ihe  ter- 
race, and  remains  in  a  pofture  of  deep  defpair^ 

Enter  Matilda  and  x^ntonio  on  the  other  fîde  of  the 
FoJJè  and  Parapet. 

Mat,  Antonio,  ftay  awhile  ;  hère  on  this  ritîng 
ground  we'll  red— I  love  to  feel  the  pure  fre(h  air — 
it  is  the  bahny  breath  of  morn,  whifpering  the  fun's 
àpproach.     Where  are  we  now  ? 

Ant.  Clofe  to  the  parapet  of  the  caftle  which  you 
bid  me  bring  you  to.    [Matilda  offering  to get  upon, 

the  parapet.^  Ah  1    don't  attempt  to  get  upon  it 

you'll  fall. 

Mat.  Indeèd  !  Well,  hère  kind  boy— take  this 
money,  and  go  buy  fomething  for  us  ihat  wc  may 
breakfafte 
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jinî.  You  hâve  given  me  a  great  dea] — ^ 

Ma:.   Kcep  lor  yourl'elf  what  Is  too  much. 

yinf,  Oh,ihankyou!  And  pray  take  carc  not  to 
go  too  near  the  moat.  [Exif, 

Afa/.   W'hen    you    rcturn  we  will    walk  to    fome 

fhade — Hiall  we  ? — You  don't  anfwer  me he  is 

gonc — Kow  tlien,  (lifis  up  the  bandeau^  and  rai/es  her^ 
/(If  on  the  piirapct.  )  Ah  !    no  one  to  be  feen  ! 

Rich  A  ycar — a  year  is  paiTed  !  hope  is  ex- 
hauded ! 

Mat.  How  fliil  !  how  filent. — Sure  if  thefe  walls 
enc'ofe  him,  my  voice  may  rcach  their  deepcft  re- 
celiez. O!  if  he  is  hère  he  will  remcmber  the  ftrain 
— 'twas  the  offering  of  his  earlieft  love  in  happy  days 
-— of  love  for  her,  who  now  uncertain  of  his  fate — 
yet  (hares  his  mifery. 

Rich.  No  cheering  thought  !  no  glimmering  ray 
of  confolation. — O  memory  ! — O  Matilda  ! 

[Matilda  plays'] 

Rich.  What  founds  ! — heavens  ! — the  very  ftrain 
I  once — O  let  me  hear 

"M  AT  ILD  A,  JÎHgS. 

•'  One  night  iii  ficknefs  lying, 
**  A  prey  to  grief  and  pain, 

Rich»  Heavens,  that  voice  ! 

Matilda /«^j. 

•*  When  aid  of  man  was  vain, 

"  And  hope  and  life  were  flying, 

**  Then  came  my  miftrefa  tomy  bed, 

«*  Auà  Dealh  and  Pain  and  Sorrow  fled,** 

[Sle  Jlopi  and  raije%  herfelf  to  HJîen» 
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[^Richard,  while  /he  fngs,    havin^  exprejfed 
îhe  extrêmes  offufprife^  hope,  andjoy^  feems  îo 
endeaiour  îo  recal  îo  bis  i^itniory  îhe  reft  of  ihe 
diiiy^  and  rtcolle5îing  if,  an/wers. 

KlCHARDjîtîgS, 

"  The  gentîe  tears  foft  faUing 

"  Of  her  whom  J  adore, 
**  My  tender  hopes  recallinj.»;, 
**  Did  life  and  love  reftore.'* 
**  Could  I  but  view  Matilda's  eyes, 
*'  Fortune,  thy  frowns  I  (hould  defpife.*' 

Together, 
Richard.  Matilda. 

«'  The  gentle  tears  foftfalling,  I  «*  My  gentle  tears  faft  falling 

•*  Of  her  fo  long  ador'd,  **  For  him  fo  long  ador*d, 

••  My  tender  hopes  recalling,  *'  His  tender  hope»  recalling, 

"  Haye  love   and  life  re-  **  Hâve   love  and  life  re- 

*'  flor'd.**  *'  ftorM.»' 

J/ter  Matilda  bas  repeated  tbe  fîrain^  JheW' 
ing  great  joy,  Florestan  ûud  Soldiers 
appear. — Florestan  requejîs  tbe  King  to 
retire  into  tbe  caftle — be  does  jo  ;  wbile  another 
party  feize  Matilda,  and  pajfmg  a  draW' 
bridge^  bring  btr  into  tbe  front  of  îhe  works. 

Duo  andCborm — Matilda,  Guards,  ^c. 

Chorus  y  Soldiers. 

Speak  quickly,  quickly,  who  art  thou  i 
Who  fent  the  hère  r  whence  corne,  and  how? 
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Matilda. 

Are  you  Arangers  paflîng  near, 
Pleafed,  perhaps  my  fong  to  hear  i 

Chorus  of  So/dierSs 

To  prifon  flraight,  to  prifon  flraight, 
There  he  niay  ûng  eaily  and  late. 

Matilda. 

Ah,  good  Sir,  no  anger,  pray, 
With  plty  hear  what  Tvc  to  fay  ! 
The  Saracens,  fo  ficrcc  in  fight, 
Hâve  deprived  me  of  my  fight. 

Chorus  of  Soldiers. 

*Tis  well  for  thee. 
For  could'ft  thou  fee, 
Thou  fliould'ft  die  by  our  decree» 

Matilda. 

I  know  not  what  this  anger*s  for, 
l've  bufinefs  with  the  Governor  ; 
*Tis  of  moment  you  will  fee. 
And  he  (hould  know  it  inllantly. 

Chorus  0/  Soldiers: 

You  know  not  what  our  anger's  for. 
And  wou'd  fpeak  with  the  Governor? 

Matilda. 

'Tîs  of  moment,  you  will  fee. 
And  he  ihouid  know  it  inûanily* 
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Chorus  o/Soîdiers. 

WelU  you  (hall  fee  the  Governor, 

He'll  tell  you  what  our  anger's  ior  i 

But  fince  your  bufinefs  is  of  weight, 

We'll  fufpend  a-while  your  fate. 

Hark  !— he  cornes,  the  Governor  ;    . 

And  now  lake  heed,  take  heed,  peit  youth, 

To  tell  the  truth  ; 

For  if  you  lie, 
If  you  lie  to  the  Governor, 
Your  fate  is  fixed,  you  furely  die. 

Enter  Florestan, 

Mat,  Where  is  the  Governor? 

Flor,   Hère  ! 

Mat.  On  which  fide? 

Fior.  Herel 

Mat.  1  hâve  ibmething  of  importance  to  commu- 
nicate  to  him. 

Flor.  Attempt  no  trifling,  or  you  periih  that  in- 
fiant. 

Mat.  Ah,  Sir  !  thofe  who  hâve  loft  their  fight,  are 
half  deprived  of  life  already  ! — Is  it  for  a  poor  blind 
minftrel  like  me  to  attempt  to  deceive  you? 
Fior,  Speak  then. 

Mat,  Are  we  alone? — Now  I  think  my  device 
can't  fail.  (qfide,) 

Flor.  (J/gn  to  the  Soldiers  who  retire,  )  We  are  alone. 
Mat.  Then,  Sir,  the  iovely  Lauretta. 
Flor.  Speak  lower. 

Mût.  1  he  beauteous  Lauretta,  Sir,  has  read  to 
me  the  letter  you  fent  her  yellerday  j  in  which  you 
cxprefs  your  joy  at  hc^r  confefling  her  love  for  you, 
and  prefs  io  much  for  an  opportunity  to  fpeak  witb 
ber. 
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Flor.  Well,  my  good  friend,  and  vvbat  fays  (lie  ? 
Mat.  She  fays  you  may  fafely  call  at  her  father's 

boule  this  cvcning,  at  any  hour  you  pleafe. 

lier.   At  hcr  f:itlicr*s  houle  ! 

Mat.  Yes  ;  fhe  fays  hcr  fathcr  has  fome  friends 
with  hiin,  to  whom  he  means  to  give  a  fcte,  and 
takes  ihe  oppoitunity  of  a  wcdding  in  the  neighbour- 
hood  lo  invite  ail  thc  village  to  his  houfe,  where 
thcre  wiJI  be  nothing  but  fcafting,  dancing,  and  mer- 
rimcnt  ;  during  which,  Lauretta  fays,  fhe  will  find 
means  to  ipcak  with  you  ;  and  you  may  eafily  make 
a  pretencc  for  the  vifit. 

Flor.  Tell  her  I  will  not  fail — but  how  corne  fhe 
to  employ  you  in  this  bufinefs? — you  are  blind. 

Mat.  The  lefs  likely  to  be  fufpecfled  —  Hie  loves 
to  hcar  me  play  and  fing — and  Qîe  has  been  fo  ge- 
nerous  to  me,  I  vvould  rifk  any  thing  to  ferve  her-  — 
befides,  I  brought  a  little  guide  with  me. 

Flor,  You  hâve  managed  extremely  well — and  the 
noifeyoumade,!  luppofe  wason  purpole  to  be  brought 

before  me. 

Mat.  For  vvhat  could  it  be  elfe? — But  with  your 
guards  forfooth,  I  was  a  fpy,  a  lurking  emiffary,  try- 
ing  to  difcover  who  was  imprifoned  hère — ha!  ha!— • 
Flor.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ridicuJousenough  ! — But  you 
hâve  really  doue  it  very  well — Hère  is  a  purfe  for — 
{offers  money.) 

^lat.  Pardon  good  Governor — (hould  any  one  be 
near,  and  obferve  that  you  reward  me,  they  wiil  fuf- 
pecl  foniething  ■■ 

Flçr.   'Tis  very  true. [ht  crojes  hy  her.) 

Mat.  But,  Mr.  Governor^  Icfl  they  (hould 
Flor.  Well! 

Mat,  O,  you  are  on  that  fide — I  fay,  left  they 
ihouid  guels  at  my  errand,  hadn't  you  better  feem 
aiîgry,  and  ib  reprimand  me,  and  lend  me  back. 
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Fhr,  (Jîgns  to  the  Soldiers  io  corne  down.)  You  are 
right — upon  my  life  this  is  a  very  clever  lad,  though 
he  is  blind. 

Dialogue  and  Chorus. 
Matilda. 

Sir,  to  blâme  me  is  moft  hard, 

For  the  noife  pray  blâme  the  guard. 

Florestan, 

They  ihould  not  fend  fuch  foolilh  boys, 
For  fuch  a  meflage^fuch  a  noife. 

Chorus  qf  Soldiers, 

Silence,  fellow,  and  begone, 
'l'was  you  alarm'd  ^he  garrifon. 

Enter  Aî^ton  10 ^/rightened  and  crying, 
Antonio. 

Ah  !   good  Sir,  forgive  him,  pray, 
Ah!   hear  with  pity  what  I  fay  ; 
The  Saracens  fo  fierce  in  fight. 
Hâve  deprived  him  of  his  fight, 
And  fhut  him  from  the  blefled  light. 

Chorus  of  Soldiers.  {io  Matilda.) 

'Tis  well  for  thee. 

For  could'ft  thou  fee, 

Thou  had'ft  died  by  our  decree. 

Se  halle  away, 

Begone  I  fay. 
And  if  again  we  catch  you  hère, 
Be  aflured  *twill  coït  you  dear. 
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Matilda. 

SirSjI  believe  ye, 
Norwill  deceive  ye, 
Never  more  will  I  appear. 
Ne  ver  more  offend  y  ou  hère. 

Antonio. 

In  truth  if  hère 
He  tioes  appeaT, 
It  (hall  be 
Without  me. 


[ExeufsK, 


THE   END    OF    THE   SECOND  ACT. 


ACT  m. 
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ACT     III. 

SCENE  I, — A  great  Hall  in  Sir  OwerCs  Houfc. 

Blondel  and  Friend  with  Sir  Owen. 

Blon,  M  Y  friend,  I  would  without  profefïîon  tref- 
pafs  on  your  hofpitality,  but  in  truth,  we  muft  away 
— our  fearch  1  do  perceive  is  fruitlefs  hère — and  till 
1  ieain  fome  tidings  of  my  royal  mafter's  ftate,  1  can- 
not  tarry  for  mirth*s  fake — therefore  we  leave  you  to 
your  rural  guelts,  and  may  gay  content  be  with  you. 

Sir  O.  I  cannot  blâme  your  hafte,  though  1  la- 
ttient  it — yet  one  night  methinks — you  will  fee  gay 
paftimes,  and  f]m[)]e  jollity,  but  fuch  as  will  divert 
you,  believe  me  ;  and  fee  heie  is  my  little  pratler 
Julie  will  join  in  niy  requeft. 

Enter  Julie. 

{She  is  goitig  tofpeak,  lut  feting  the  Sirangers^Jhe  run$ 
/o  Sir  Owen,  and  zuhi/pers  him») 

Sir  O.  Surely  my  child — She  tells  me  fhe  is  to 
dance  to-night,  if  1  approve  it. 

Jul.  Oh,  Sir— but  it  was  to  be  a  lecret — you  werc 
net  to  hâve  faid  a  word  about  it  yet. 

Sir  O.  No  ! — well,  they  will  not  betray  you 
they  are  going  to  kave  us,  Julie — can't  you  perfuafe 
them  to  ftay. 

Jul,  They  look  fo  grave,  I  am  afraid  of  them. 

bir  Oé  Oh  !  go,  try. 

£ 
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.  7^'  {go^^  ^0  Blondel  anà  takes  his  hand,)  Pray, 
Sir,  don't  leave  us  ;  how  can  you  think  of  going 
away  when  we  are  ail  going  to  be  fo  merry. 

Blon.  We  arc  very  forry,  my  pretty  hoftefs,  that 
it  muft  be  fo. 

Juî.  But  indecd  you  (liai!  not  go — for  if  you  go 
away,  my  father  will  hâve  no  one  to  talk  to  while 
we  arc  ail  dancing  and  running  about. 

Sir  0,  You  little  rogue,  how  do  you  know  but  I 
intend  to  dance  myfclf. 

Jfid.  Lord,  Sir,  that  would  be  pleafant — ha  !  ha! 
I  (hould  like  to  [ce  you  dance  ! 

Sir  O.  Well,  you  are  very  good  however,  Julie,  to 
wifh  me  fo  be  fome  way  amufed — it  is  very  confî- 
dcrate  in  you. 

JuI,  Yes,  Sir,  becaufe  then  you  would  hâve  fame- 
thing  elfe  to  do  than  to  minJ  us 

SirO.  So  ! — very  well  innocent  ! 

Jul.  Then  pray  gentlemen  don't  go — let  me  in- 
treat  you  to  ftay  for  our  feftival. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv,  Sir,the  Senefchal  is  corne,  leaving  his  troopt; 
above  the  wood  ;  with  a  few  followers,  he  waits  im- 
patiently  to  fpeak  to  you 

Str  0,  I  corne.  (Exii  Serv,)  My  friends  it  fliall  not 
be  farewel,  yet  ;  I  will  return. 

[^Exity  leaving  Julie,  who  Icoks  back^  and  tnakes 
Jigns  îo  Blondel  not  to  leave  îbem. 

Friend.  You  fliil  avoid  being  known  to  the  Se- 
nefchal. 

Blon,  Perhaps  I  may  fafely  difclofe  myfelf;  but 
whereforc,  if  Richard  ' 
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Enter  Servant, 

Serv,  There  is  a  youth  without,  who  fays  he  muft 
be  admitted  to  you. 

Blon,  To  me  ? 

Serv,  He  that  you  heard  play  and  fing  yefterday. 

Blon.  Pray  let  him  corne — {Exit  Serv,)  And  after 
we  will  purfue  our  journey. 

Enter  Matilda. 

Mat,  How,  Sir  ?  Did  you  doubt  to  fee  me  ? — I 
hâve  fpent  the  day  requefting  it.  You  (hould  not 
hâve  paufed  upon  it,  but  hear  me,  and  alone. — 

[Exit  Pilgrim. 

Blon,  I  knew  not  your  defire  fooner — but  how  is 
this  good  youth — you  were  blind  yefterday  ? 

Mat,  True  ;  and  ought  I  not  to  biefs  heaven,  that 
the  firfh  obje6l  which  prefents  itfelf  to  my  refiored 
fight  is— Blondel  ! 

Blon.  Ha  ! — you  know  me  then  ? 

Mat,  Yes  ; — and  can  it  be  that  you  prépare  to  fly 
from  hence  ?     O  !  bas  no  powerfui  impulfe  worked 

upon  your  heart  ? bas    no   inftindtive  warning 

checked  the  ill-guided  purpofe,  ftirred  in  your 
alarmed  bofom,  and  chid  the  ra(h  defertion  of  your 
valor's  duty  ?  Then  perifli,  royal  Richard  !  wafte  on, 
proud  foui,  in  bafe  captivity — thy  carelefs  friends 
pafs  by  thy  prifon  gâtes,  and  man  and  heaven  defert 
thee! 

Blon.  What  can  this  mean? — my  royal  mafter — 

Mat.  Blondel — your  king — your  leader  —  your 
frîend — pafs  but  thefe  gâtes,  and  you  behold  his  pri- 
fon— but  hold — 
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\^Enter  Sir  Owen  [peaV^nz  to  the  Seneschal   and  ttvo 

Knights.] 

Sir  O.   Nay,  but  the  yoiith  y^^i  fpcak  of.  is 

Srn.   Matilda — my    noble   miflrefs!   (knefls)    thus 
]ct  me  exciife  tlie  abrupt  Intrufion  of  my  duty 

Blon    Matllda! 

Maf.  Rife,  Senerchal  ! — Yes,  Ma'ilda — a  fugitive 
from  ail  (]^c  owed  hrr  ftation  and  a  father's  love — 
but  tell  them  pe?rlefs  Richard  was  the  caufe — and 
te'l  fhem  too,  that  heaven  at  len^th  bas  fanc^ioned 
what  refi^lefslove  refolved — Senefchal,  I  knowyour 
zeal,  and  firm  attachment  to  your  mafter's  friend — 
Sir  Owen,  your  monarch  is  in  chains — and  you  are 
a  Briton 

Sir  0,  \Ve  will  deliver  him,  or  die  ! 

\JVhile  the  fymphony  plays^fome  of  îhe  Senes- 
CHALES  party  so  out  and  retum  with  more  oj 
thcir  friendsy  to  whom  thty  feem  to  relate  what 
bas  paffed^  as  they  range  themfclves  bebind 
Matilda. 

Dialogue  and  Chorus, 

Matilda, 

Ye  Cavaliers,  yon  caftle  drear; 
Great  Richard  is  a  pris'ner  there. 

Cavaliers. 

Strange  the  tidings  that  you  bring, 
Great  Richard — England's  mighty  King! 

Matilda. 

Ye  Cavaliers,  yon  cafile  drear, 
Great  Richard  is  a  pris*ner  there. 
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CaoaîUrs» 

Can  it  be  what  you  relate  ? 

Who  explored  the  munarch's  fate  ? 

Matilda. 

'Twas  I,  with  fong  and  veiled  eyes, 
Approach'd  the  walls  in  fafe  difguife; 
His  voice  I  hea'^d — Ah  !  doubt  ye  yet  ? 
And  could  my  heart  that  voice  forgtt. 
No,  Cavaliers,  yon  caflle  drear, 
King  Richard  is  a  pris'ner  there. 
But  long  a  pris'ner  fhall  he  be, 
Whom  love  and  valeur  join  to  free  ? 

Cavaliers. 

Net  long  a  pris'ner  ftiall  he  be. 

Let  us  arm  ; 
Hère  we  fwear  to  fet  him  free.  , 

Give  th*  alarm  ! 

Blondel. 

Hafte  is  vain, 
*Tis  prudence  muft  his  freedom  gain  ; 
Prudence  muft  your  rage  reftrain. 

Cavaliers, 
Let  us  arm, 

Matilda. 

Blondel,  check  the  rafli  alarm. 

What  fhonld  be  donc,  oh,  quicUy  tell  ; 

Cavaliers,  oh  liften  to  Blondel. 
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Cavaliers»' 
Blontlel  !    Blondel  !    it  is  Blondel. 

Matilda. 

Yes,  Cavaliers,  it  is  Blondel, 
The  friend  of  Richard— mark  him  wdîi 

Blondel. 

Let  our  deeds  our  fiicndihip  tell 
In  ihe  battle— mark  Blondel. 

Cavaliers. 
Let  us  arm,     ^r.    t^c» 

Mat.  And  you,  my  gallant  friends. — But  thanks 
wou'd  wrong  you  —  the  caufe  is  your's.  —  You, 
Sir  Owen,  know  this  Governor.  Is  he  a  man 
whom  gold 

6Vr  O,  I  muft  be  juft.  He's  one  whom  neither 
fear  nor  interefl  will  fway. 

Bien    Then  force  alone's  our  hope. 

Mat.  Attend  a  moment Sir  Owen,  Floreftan 

is  apprized,  that  you  intend  ihis  night  a  rural  feaft; 
he  means  to  be  partaker  of  your  mirth,  in  hopes  of 
fpeakiig  with  Laurel  ta. 

Sir  0,  How  ! 

Mat,  I  cannot  now  explain  this  ;  but  be  afTured 
he  will  be  herc.  Some  chofcn  guard?  may  then 
lurround  him,  and  demand  the  king's  deliverance. 
If  he  rcfufes 

Bien.  Then  to  arms  !  —  Hère  indeed  is  hope. 
Senelchal  direâ:  your  men  to  pafs  the  wood,  and 
neaier  the  morafs  attend  our  fignaJ.  Let  us  prépare 
and  arm. 

[£jr^ttn/ Blondel,  Sencfchal,  <î«^  Cavaliers. 
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Enter  Latjretta  and  Servants. 


Laur.  My  father,  your  village  friends  wlll  be  hère 
llraight,  and  the  mufic  is  not  yet  corne — thcn  how 
(hall  we  dance  ? 

Sir  0,  They  will  be  hère,  mychild — fear  not,  my 
dear  Lauretta. 

f  Sir  OwEN  feems  to  give  direâfions  to  the  jervants, 

Laur.  My  dear  Lauretta,  fo  ! — he's  not  angry 
with  me  now  —  my  dear  father  {to  Sir  Owen.) 
now  I  am  happy  !  only  I  wifh  Floreftan  could  be 
hère  to-night. 

Mat,  (ajîde,)  Charming  Lauretta!  but  I  dare 
not  trull  her  yet — 'tis  happy,  however,  that  the 
courfe  we  hâve  determined  on,  is  free  from  any 
péril  to  Floreftan — in  the  midft  of  my  own  anxieti.es 
I  am  interefted  for  her  happinefs. 

\MATiLDh  goes  to  Lauretta  and  talks  to  her, 
Lauretta  exprejjes Jurprife  atfeeing  her  m 
longer  blind,'] 

SirO.  And  mark  me,  you  William,  fet  my  clé 
buckler  and  great  fword  in  my  clofet. 

fViL  Sir,  they '11  be  cumberfome  to  dance  in. 

Sir  O.   Fellow,  do  as  I  bid  you.   (pii/hes  him  oui.) 

Oh,  more  lights  hère  in  the  hall — and,  d'ye  hear ^ 

be  ready  to  welcomeallcomers — fo — (Àv/V Servants.} 
{Obfervmg  Laurette  and  Matilda.)  I  muft  not^ 
however,  appear  in  their  fecrets  yet. 
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Trio, — Matilda,  Lauretta,  tf«c?  SirOwÉ^f. 

^IaTILDA. [afidctO  LAURETtA.} 

Ye$,  yes,  Floreftan  will  be  hère, 
After  the  dance  he  will  appear, 

Lauretta. 

Oh  !   whal  delight,  what  joy  'twilî  be  ; 
Suie  he'll  fiiid  mcaiis  to  fpeak  to  me, 

Matilda. — {to  Sir  Owen,  Jeeing  him  approach.) 

Wc  no  fecrets  bave,  good  Knight, 
I  am  faying  tbat  my  fight 
Is  again  reftor'd  to  ligbt, 

Lauretta. — (very  dcmurcly,) 

Yes,  my  father,  very  true, 

We  no  fecrets  bave  from  y  ou, 

The  youth's  vsell  bred  and  honeft  too» 

Sir  Owen. 

l*m  fare  you  bave  no  myfiery, 
Pray  talk  on,  and  don't  mind  me» 

Lauretta. — [to  Matilda,  ajiie,) 

But  docs  be  know  bow  well  1  love. 
And  doeb  he  fwear  he'll  conllani  prove  1 
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Matilda. 

Had  you  but  feeii  the  gen'rous  youth, 
He  knelt  and  vowM  eternai  truth. 

Lauretta. 

Kneel  and  vow, 


Ah  î  he'll  be  true,  Vm  happy  now. 

Sir  OwEN. 

VVhat,  he  tells  thee  that  his  fight 
Is  again  reftor'd  to  light  ? 

Lauretta. 

Yes,  my  father,  very  true, 
We  no  fecrets  hâve  iVom  you  ; 
He  is  faying  that  his  fight 
Is  again  reftorM  to  light, 

Matilda. 

We  no  fecrets  hâve,  good  Knight, 
I  am  faying  that  my  fight 
Is  again  reftor'd  to  light. 

Sir  OwEN. 

What  he  tells  thee,   i^c»  (^c,  ^c» 

Lauretta. 

Yes,  my  father,   tfr.  ÇsTf, 

(  Tabors  and  pipes  heard  behtnd  the  ficnes») 

F 
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SirO-  So,  our  guefts  are  at  hand.     My  Laurettcv 
give  them  welcome. 


Julie    runs  in, 

JiiL  Thev  are  ail  coming,  and  ail  fo  gay,  and  fo 
ncatly  ilrefled — indccd,  Sir,  they  are — and  I  iaw  the 
little  bride  mylelf,  blufhing  and  looking  fo  pretty. — 
Dear,  it  muft  be  a  charming  thing  to  be  marrled  ! 

Laur,  Yes,   they  are  coming  indeed,  Sir. 

Sir  0,  And  are  you  ready,  my  little  Julie,  with 
the  dance  you ► 

JuL  Yes,  that  I  am.  But  pray  what  are  ail  thofe 
fine  knights  gathering  about  the  houfe  for  ?  They 
don't  look  as  if  they  came  to  be  merry,  Indeed, 
fifter,  they  look  fo  fierce,  you'd  be  frightened. 

Sir  O.   Oh  no,  my  child,   they  will  not  hurt  us. 

Jul  No  ! — then  I  vow  they  (hall  dance,  fwords, 
and  helmets  and  ail. 

(She  rum  to  mect  the  Peafants,  who  appear,) 
Chorus  of  Peafants. 

Join  hearts — ^join  hands, 

In  loving  bands, 

Nonc  are  happy  till  they're  pair'd, 

Nothing's  joy  that  is  not  ihar'd, 

Peafant. 

Whcn  alone  the  maid  fits  pîning, 
Naturc*8  beaui  es  feem  declining, 

Nothing  can  afFord  delight  ; 
But  the  favour'd  youlh  appearing, 
With  his  prefence  ail  thinj;s  chearing, 

i'iowers  how  fweeu— the  fun  how  bright. 
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Chorus. 

Join  hearts — ^join  hands, 

In  loving  bands, 

None  are  happy  till  they're  pair'd, 

Nothing's  joy  that  is  not  ihar'd. 

Antonio. 

O'er  the  fultry  mountain  ranging, 
Shade  and  pafture  ever  changing, 

Soon  I  tire  my  flock  to  tend  ; 
But  if  chance  Collette  addrefs  me, 
Toil  and  beat  no  more  opprefs  me, 

Soon,  too  foon  my  labours  end* 

Chorus. 

Join  hearts— join  hands» 

In  loving  bands, 

None  are  happy,   ^c,   l^c» 

{Dana  of  Peafants.) 

Florestan  baving  enteredy  and  reque/led  Lauretta 
to   be  his  partner^    is  preparmg  to  dançe* 
(Drums  beat  to  4rms.) 

Ilor.  Ha  !    what  do  I  hear  ! 

[Sir  OwEN  ani  Matilda's  Knights  approaéb 

Sir  0,  Sir— you  arc  ctïy  prifoner. 
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Flor.  Sir  f 

SirO.  You. 

Flor.  What  ireafon  is  this  ? 


Chorus  oj  Cavaliers, 


Vain  défiance,  Arive  no  more, 
Yield  our  King— our  chiefrertorc 
Vain  reilftance — fatc**  decree 
Sets  imprifon'd  Richard  free. 


FlORESTAN, 

Threats  he  fears  not,  who  is  juft 
To  his  honour,  to  his  truft. 


\^Exeunt, 


SCENE  CHANGES,  andreprejentsthe  cajile  ajjaultedhy 
Matilda's  troopi — Blonde l  puts  hlmfelf  at  the 
heaà  of  the  pioneerSy  and  the  ajjault  continues — Ri- 
chard appears  on  the  fortrefs  without  arms,  endea» 
'-jouring  to  free  himjelf  from  three  armed  Soldiers — 
Blond  EL  mcunts  the  hreach — runs  to  the  King, 
woundi  one  of  the  Guards,  and  fnatchei  hisfword — the 
Kl  NO  (eizes  ti — tbeyput  the  refî  of  the  Soldiers  tofîïght 
— Blondel  then  throws  hiwfelf  at  Richard's/^^/, 
whv  embraces  him — at  this  moment  is  heard  the  grand 
Chorus  of  Long  live  the  King  î — The  befiegers  then 
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dijpJay  the  colours  of  Matilda,  wbo  appears — Shc 
fées  Richard  at  liherty—Jlies  towards  him  andjïnks 
in  -'i,  arms — Florestan  ?j  îhen  condu51ed  to  the 
KiNG  bythe  Seneschal^^^Sît  Owen — Richard 
rciurns  him  hhjword. 


Rich.  Oh  love  !  oh  gratitude  !  oh  Matilda  ! — 
what  can  1  fay  to  thee,  my  Iburs  beioved  !  my  deli- 
verance  !  my  revvard  !  {embraces  her.)  (10  Sir  Owen, 
(âc.)  I  hive  more  thanks  to  pay. — My  heart  feels 
ail  it  owes — And  when  to  my  native  England  I  re- 
turn,  fo  may  I  profper  in  my  fvibjeds  love,  as  I  che- 
liQi  in  the  memory  of  my  lufFerlngs  hère — a  \t^on 
to  improve  my  reign — compaflTion  (hould  be  a  mo- 
narch's  nature — I  hâve  learned  what  *tis  to  need  it — 
the  pooreft  peafant  in  my  land,  when  mifcry  preffes, 
inhis  King  (hall  find  a  friend. 


FINALE. 


Oh!  bleft  event!— oh!  glorious  hour  i 

Liberty  and  love  we  fing  ; 
Oh!  may  they  with  refilUefs  power, 

Prote<5l  the  bleffings  whieh  they  bring» 

Chorus, 

Faithfuî  lovers,  banifli  fear, 
Our  delight,  our  triumph  (hare. 
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Trio — Matilda,  Lauretta,  and  Blondel. 

No  more  (hall  doubt  or  fbrrow 

Diflurb  niy  anxit^us  breaft, 
The  fun  that  ^ild^  lo-morro\v, 

At  length  beholds  me  bled. 

Chorus. 

Oh  !   bled  event— oh  !  glorious  hour! 

Liberty  and  love  we  fmg  ; 
Oh  !  may  they  wiih  refiftlefs  power, 

Protefl  the  bleffings  which  they  bring  ! 


THE  ïKD. 
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the  Author,  7s  6d 

WALKER's  MEMOIRS  of  ITALIAN  TRAGEDY,   plates 
neatly  printed  in  quarto,  14s 

THE  BËAUTIES  of  the  MODERN  DRAMATISTS,  con- 
taining  ail  the  interefting  Sentiments,  Speeches,  &:c,  of 
the  moft  favourite  Drama  of  our  prefent  Authors,  aU 
phabetically  arranged,  with  five  Portraits,  2  vol.  6s 

BRITISH  ESSAYISTS,  45  vol   7I 

10HNSQN*s  LIVES  of  the  POETS, //«/^z,  4  vol.  12s 


CREAT  KUSSELL  STRÏET,  CaVBjlT  GARDEN. 
VETKRAy  TAR,  Comic  Oper»,  is 


SHir^^RFCK    M     .     .     .     •     •     t  i     >yS.J.AfaokI. 

"  FOUL  DEEDS  will  Rife/'  i$6cl   .    > 

SF.A  SIDESTORY.  is6d  > 

HERi)  of  t|>c  NORTH.  zi  6d  Ç     by  Dimond,  jun. 

HUN  TER  *'f  the   ALTS,  ii  «d  ^ 

VALFNTlNEândORSON,  n6d       "1       .     r^^^^, 
NAVAL  riLLAR,  I»  >     ^T  T.  D>bdin. 

HORSE  nnd  thc  W|DO\V,  i>  J 

CAPTIVE  ;R0,  m  éd  f       '     ' 

CHAlNSottn.-  hitARF,  2$  J 

LONTOV  l'FTî  V'T  :  ,  r  F.inibles  in  DorfetOiire,  is  6d 

I  ÎFE's  Jy,  2» 

'^•SM  .isatB»Jgh(6n,  li    .     .     .       l    by  0'Ke«ff«» 

LlTTLKKl'MHBACK^ls ^   d>  v^  is*«n«, 

TONY   Ll'MPKlN.to  TOWN,  ii     .....     . 

BIRTH-DAY;  or/rtie  Prince  ofArragon^  u     .     .     , 

u  i  s       '     *.     !      V"     ^^  Franklm 

F.F  '.  .1  0>ne>^y,  7»     ... 

ï^  nS,  a  Comedv,  *«  'V     by  Cumberland. 


nS,  a  Comedv»  »«         -      '      V     bj 
V  CKALfXN'GE,   as     .     f 
.,..DLE  LOVER,  Com.  2s   J 


r,  a  > 

} 


ABROAD  and  .K  HOME,  an  Opéra,  a»  l      by  HolmaH 

KED  CROSS  KNIGHTS,  2«  .-  J 

WAV  10  KEEP  HIM,  a  Comedy,  2» 

ALL  in  the  WRONG,  n  Comedy,  2s  I      ^    ^   j,      Murphy, 

ARMINIUS,  or  the  Champion  of  Liberty,  a  >       ^  -^     t-  r  /• 

Tiapcdy»  2$  6d 
RFVALSISTERS,   i»6d  — &c.  &c. 
VOR'I  IGERN,  an  Hiftorical  Tragedy,   leprefented  at  the 

Théâtre  Roj-al.Drury-Lane-,  and, 
HENRY  the  SECOND,  an  Hiftorical  Draina  -,  fuppofed  to 

be  Writtcn  by  the  Auihor  cf  Vortigern. 
SICILIAN  ROMANCE,  an  Oi-er^i,  by  H.  Siddans,   U 
FATALCURIOSITY    aTragedy,byLillo,   n  . 

WIFK')W  nf  MALABAR,  a  Trapcdy,  by  Mif»  Starke,  I»  6d 
COLUMBUS,  an  Hiaorical  Flay,  by  Mortôr,  a» 
SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQl^TER,  by  O.  GoWfmith,  »• 
THE  PURSE  ;  or,  Benevi-Ient  Tar,  a  Mufical  Farce,  by  Croîs,  it 
ALL   che  WORLDj   a   STAGE,  by  Jackman,  is 
EOLD  STROKE  for  a  HUSBAND,  by  Mrs.  Cowley,  2s 
CLANDESTINE  MARRIAGE,  by  Ganrick  andCoJman,  i»  6d 
CHAPTER  of  ACCIDENTS,  a  Comedy,  by  Mif»  Lee,  i»  6d 
HEIRESS,  by  Gen.  Burpoyne,  2% 
THE  SULTAN  ;  or,  A  Peep  into  the  Seraglio,  15 
TRAVELLFRS  in  SWITZERLAND,  by  Bâte  Dudicy,  21 
SIXTY-THIRD  LETTER,  by  W.  C.  CJulton,   is  6d 

Just   Publi$hedt  Price  5/  in  Boardt, 

BARKER's  COMPLETE  LIST  OF  PLAYS, 

Exhibiting,  at  one   View* 

THE  T17LE,  SIZE,  DATE,  AND  AUTHOR, 
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